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'rUeTragedy */ Hamlet" 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
roi herperfe6tion$,bu<: my reuenge will come. 

Ring. Breaks not your fleepes for chat, you mud not think* 
That we are madeof ftuffe fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our berd bt fhooke with danger, 

Andchinke it paftime,you fhordy fir all hearc more 
I lou dyourfacher, and we lotieourfclfe. 

And tlm i hope will teach you to imagine. 

I' Enter a LMejfenger with Litters. 

Eldejfe. Thcfe to your Maielfy,this to the Queene, 

King. From Hamlet,\vb.n brought them? 

.’J Saylers my Lord they fay ,1 faw them not, 

,1 ? 1 h r e y werc g' uen me by £7Ww,hc receiued them 
M Ofhim that brought them, 

, III Kin &' Laertes you fh all heare them : leaue vs. 

' bhgb and mighty, you Aral! know I am fet naked on yourkin<»dome 
, ;[ to morrow fhalllbegge leaue to fee your kingly eyes , when°Ifhi!l’ 
|i| , r “ ai hing you pardon, iherc-vnto recount the occafion of mv fud* 
,.;i! dame retume. 1 

: r King. What fhould this meane,are all the reft come backe, 

|| Or is it fome abufe,and no fuch thing? 
ijl| Laer. Know you the hand? 
p Ki»g. Tis Hamlets carader. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faies alone, 
p * Can you dcuife me? 

I. Laer . I am loft in it my Lord,but let him come, 
pij Ic warmes the very ficknes in my heart 
; I* i i That I liue and tell him to his teeth, 

' ^ Thus didft thou. 
f King. Ifit be fo Laertes, 

111 As how fhould it be fo,hovv othervvile, 

. Willyou be rul’d by me? 

'it' Laer. I my Lord,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace, 
ill! King. To thine ownepeace,ifhebe now returned, 

, | As liking no t hi, voyage, and that he meanes, 

' ' , No more to vnder take it, I will worke him 
JfcTo an exployt,now ripe in my deuife, 
lender the which he fhali not choofc but fall: 


Prince ofDenmurke . 

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 
But euen his mother ftiall vneharge the pratftife. 

And all ic accedent. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rill’d. 

The rather if you could dcuife it fo 
That I might be the o gan. 

King. It falls right, 

You haue bcene talk t of fince your trauaile much. 
And that in Hamlets hearing for a quality 
Wherein they fay you fhine, your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke fuch enuy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthieft fiedge. 

Laer. What part is that my Lotd ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needfull too, foryouth no lefie becomes 
The light and careleffe Iiuery that it wcares 
Then fettled age, his fables, and his wcedes 
Importing health and grauenes ; two monthes fince 
Hecre was aGcntleman of Normandy , 

Ihaue feene my felfe , and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on hoi fc- backe, but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’r, he grew vnto his feate, 

And to fuch wondrous dosing brought his horfo. 

As had he bcene mcorp’ft, and detny-natur’d 
With the braue beaft, fo farre he topt me thought, 
That I in forgery offnapes and tricks 
Comefhortof what he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Vpon my life Lamord, 

The very fame. 

Laer, I know him, well he is the brooch indeed 
And Iemofall theNati on # 

K wg. He made confefsion ofyou, 

And gaue you fuch a maiftcrly report 
art and exerufe in your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall, 

1 hat L - ■ * - - - - • 




